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BERTHA von HILLERN, 

On Exhibition At 

WILLIAMS & EVERETTS GALLERY, 


79 BOYLSTON STREET, BOSTON, 


Prorr) Rridery, ^Ipril 2®, fo Scifurelcry, ^Ipnl 23, 3333. 


T ilE chief painting' of this pear's Exhibition has for 
motive a Legend of the Fourth Century.—“Lions dig¬ 
ging a grave for Saint Paul, the first Hermit." The others 
were painted from nature during a sketching trip on the 
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad\ in the beautiful section of 
country between Chicago•, Harper's Ferry, Staunton; and 
Lexington; from the vicinity of DeLand , Florida; and 
from California, along the line of the San Francisco and 
North Pacific Railroad; in the picturesque section of 
country between San Francisco, Cloverdale and Guerneville; 
and in the neighborhood of San Jose; Santa Cruz and the 
Ojai Valley. 
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No. 1. Saint Paul, the first Hermit. 

Saint Antony had lived many years a Hermit, when at the age 
of ninety he had a temptation of pride at the thought that lie was 
the first man who had lived in such solitude. Then it was revealed 
to him that farther in the depths of the forest lived Saint Paul, an 
older man, being then 113 years of age, and that he was really the 
first man who had entered upon this life of solitude and mortifica¬ 
tion. He started at once in search of this holy man, and met with 
many savage monsters, and terrible obstacles in his journey, but 
weak as he was with age and fasting, nothing could turn him 
from his purpose, and at last after a three day’s journey, he reached 
the cave, and found Saint Paul dressed in a tunic made of the 
leaves of a Palm-tree. The two Saints met and talked together of 
God and Heavenly things. At the foot of a great tree near the 
cave gushed a spring of water, and each day, for sixty years, a 
raven brought a half loaf of bread to Saint Paul. This day he 
brought a whole loaf, with which Saint Paul entertained his guest. 

Then the Saint feeling that he was about to die, asked Saint 
Antony for a cloak that had been given him by Athanasius a 
holy Bishop, and when the Saint returned bringing the cloak, he 
found Saint Paul with bended knees, erect neck, and hands folded, 
lifeless, his faithful raven sitting on a root of a tree near him 
keeping watch. While St. Antony was sad at heart and pondering 
how to dig the grave for St. Paul, (he had no spade,) two lions came 
out of the dephtlis of the forest and began to dig a grave with their 
huge paws. St. Antony stood there tall and erect with his head 
bowed towards the lifeless body of St. Paul contemplating over the 
mysteries of God the Almighty; and when the grave was ready, he 
tenderly wrapped in the cloak, (he now understood had been 
brought for this purpose,) the body wasted by its long obedience 
to the great soul that had at last winged its flight to the God it 
so heroically loved. 
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A Walkthrough Pine Barrens, near Palatka, Florida, 
on the Jacksonville Tampa & Key West Railroad. 
Evening in DeLand, Florida. 

Wood-Interior between Santa Cruz & San Jose, Cal. 
Late Afternoon at Cloverdale, Cal. 

Fisher’s Hill Bridge, Virginia. 

Edge of the Woods, Saratoga Springs, N. Y. 
Live-Oak Forest, in the Ojai Valley, Cal. 

Evening near Fostoria, Ohio. 

Afternoon in the Woods near Woodstock, Va. 
Wood-Interior on Lost River, Va. 

Moonlight on 4i Saint John’s” River, Fla. 

Autumn on Mossy River, Va. 

Woods on the Battle Ground of Fisher’s Hill, Va. 
October day on the River, Vermont. 

Street in Strasburg, Va. 

Sunset at Middletown, Va. 
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SOME DAYS IN VIRGINIA. 


VISIT TO THE HOME OF 
BERTHA VON HILLERN. 


MISS 


The Beautiful Scenery Along the Route— 
A Glorious Old Country House- 
Some New Pictures—An Ex¬ 
citing Adventure With a 
Snake — Magnificent 
Mountain Views, 


Many people will remember bow* some 
years ago. a little blonde woman gave several 
public exhibitions at the Masonic Temple of 
walking, her aim being physical culture and 
for scientific purposes, and who performed 
certain feats of endurance which never had 
been equalled by a woman, nor attempted by 
one since. This was Miss Bertha Von Hillern, 
who, since those pedestrian day9, has ac¬ 
quired a national reputation as a most bril¬ 
liant artist in the landscape school of paint¬ 
ing. For some years she was the favorite 
pupil of the late William M. Hunt, of Boston, 
himself an artist of world-wide renown, and 
who until the day of his death gave her 
special attention. 

In New York, Boston, Philadelphia and 
other large cities Miss Von Hillern is spoken 
of as “the anist,” in Baltimore as “artist and 
autdoress,” many beautiful letters from her 
pen having graced the columns of the Cath¬ 
olic Mirror , this city. But, were anyone to 
inquire for within a radius of many miles 
about Fisner’s Hill, Virginia, tne answer 
would come from grateful lips and faces 
brightening with the thought, “Ah, ves; 
the good sister, Hod bless herl” For, 
added to her many brilliant attain¬ 
ments is an extensive knowledge of 
medicine, and in a large number of cases, 
wuen the life of a patient has b» en despaired 
of by a physician, Mis* Von Hillern has been 
called upou, and by the practice of her 
knowledge and with positive advice, which 
she will iusist upon being followed, has 
brought many lives back from “the dark val¬ 
ley of the shadow of death.” No sacrifice is 
too great for uer to make for a helpless being, 
no discomlort too great to bear. She will 
truuge miles to .see a sick child. Thus it is, 
she is loved, reverenced by every inhabitant 
about Fi her 1 Hill. The writer has known 
Mi>s Von Hillern along time, and now counts 
himself fortunate in having for some dais 
been her companion. One day, armed with a 
box of “Whitman’s Best” and John S. Shri- 
ver’s “Almost,” I boarded the parlor car of 
the Baltimore and Ohio Railroad, and sped 
along the beautiful and historical route to 
Fisher’s Hill, past the Viaduct Hotel, at 
Keiay, with its bold and blazing flower beds, 
on to Washington, where a glimpse of the 
tall, needle-Jike Washington Monument can 
b<* caught. Thence to Point of Rocks, and 
from this plaoe to Harper’s Ferry, ten milt-s 
on, the scenery is most majestic. The bills 
rise to mountains’ grandeur, and tne swift 
current of the river contrasts strongly with 
the quiet flow of the canal. Tue canal boats 
are picturesque, yet uncouth and clumsy. 
The red-shined steersman makes a bright 
spot of color upon the almost unbroken 
green, and the luxuriaut growih of ferns, 
wild flowers and foliage upon the banks re¬ 
flect themselves upon the placid face of the 
waier. 

Harper’s Ferry is like a bit of imported 
Switzerland. From this place on each town 
can tell some thrilling 

STORY OF THE WAR. 
Charlestown, where John Brown was tried 
and executed; Winchester, surrounded by a 
section as fertile as it is historical—a busy 
litt<e town, whose pike was once a bluod- 
soaked highway, and which is immortalized 
in Buchanan Reid’s poem of “ i?neridan*s 
Ride.” Brave Sheridan l The very air seems 
to breathe of his many brilliant and cour¬ 
ageous achievements. The entire length of 
the Virginia Valley was a* battle-ground. 
With b are inseparably connected the names 
of Jackson, Banks, Snields, Early, Sigel and 
Sheridan. Some of the most brilliant cam¬ 
paigns of the war were conducted on its soil, 
while the dashing cavalry adventures of 
Mosby, White and Ashby lend a romantio 
tinge to the tragic pages of its war history. 

It is a beautiful land, replete in all that 
gratifies the senses, and one looking upon its 
surface now can hardly realize that ouce it 
was a picture of waste and desolation. 

Arriving promptly at Fisher’s Hill, a slight, 
supple figure, clad in a full skirt and blouse 
waist, a large straw hat scarcely concealing 
the bright, smiling face beneath. Miss Von 
Hillern comes forward to greet me, and her 
reception is so cordial that any traces of 
homesickuess on my part which may have 
lingered vanishes upon the instant. 

Alter a two-mile drive over a clay and 
hilly road, we alight at “Summer Studio,” 
farm aud residence of Mr* A. H. Barb. It is 
here Miss Von Hillern makes her home. The 
house is a great big one, with large rooms, 
wide hails, bay windows and vino-embowered 
porches. At the gate, there is a most attrac¬ 
tive arch of Virginia creeper, so thick that 
one is Obliged to part the tendrils in order to 
descend the stone steps to tne path which 
leads to the house. On eaoh side this path 
are bright flower-beds, and further, on the 
right, is a grape arbor, the vines hanging 
thick wiih heavy clusters of purpling fruit. 
Before the house, on the opposite side of the 
road, an immense cornfield stretcnes “over 
the hills and far away,” and in the rear a 
little brook, fed by many mountain springs, 
sings aud dances its careless way over a num¬ 
ber of rocky ledges, and finally disappears into 
tne listening wood, where It sings a quiet 
little song. Miss Annie Barb, with her flower- 
iike face, makes me so welcome, and eagerly 
points out the secrets of a big farm, which, 
to “city folks.” aie such my teries. During 
the war this house was used as a hospital for 
wounded soldiers, aud often did I listen with 
awe and some horror to Mr. Barb, when he 
related many of the thrilling experiences he 
passed through. Even now, in hall and upon 
stairway, are traces of great bloodstain*— 
faded gray, ’tis true, yet still eloquent with a 
most pa hetic 6tory. Miss Von Hill.-rn’s 
studio is a wooden structure, built a short 
distance from the hou*e. A large apple tree 
beuas its fruit-laden branches beiore tne 
door, and on fair days a large hammock is 
swung from the studio to the tree. The most 
beautiful 

MEMORIES OF MY VISIT 
are of a number of very rainy afternoons 
spent in being enlightened as to the secrets 
of ttie studio. The wails are hung with a 
number of handsome paintings, in all a ages 
of completion. Pictures which have that 
strength, that freshness or opeu-air life, of 
noble forest, thick foliage, glimpses of fair 
sky and crystal water. There is one, com¬ 
paratively a small one, wuich frequently nas 
been selected as the gem. It represents a 
wood interior, between Santa Cruz and San 
Jose, California. The sun sifts through a 
leafy bower, which the foliage of Qve large 
trees serves to form, and casts a shadowy 
lace-work upon the golden path beneath, 
which stretches like a yellow silken cord 
beiore, and vanishes, thread-like, in the dim 
distance. Auother. Lfae “Deserted Mill, near 
Fisher’s Hill, Va., is almost covered with 
rich moss aud wild-wood tangle. A “Street 
in Strasburg,” with stormy, cloudy sky, is 
mosL effective. An “Evening on the St, 
John’s River, Florida,” shows the steamer 
City of Jacksonville, the moonlight glimmer¬ 
ing upou the water, and along the banks tall 
palmetto trees rear iheir graceful, leafy 
heads. The very smallest of all is a most ex¬ 
quisite bit of canvas, “Evening in Delana,” 
Florida; the dark shadows of twilight are re¬ 
lieved by a crimson and orange sky. There 
are a number of others, strong and forceful. 

I was shown, one day, a number of charcoal 
sketches, which have never been publicly 
exhibited, and which very few people have 
had tne pleasure of beholding. The effects 
are striking, aud they are carried ma most 
remarkable degree of finish. Miss Von Hiliern 
has been importuned to allow these sketches 
to be shown to the world, bu, she steadily 
refuses to do so. Miss Von Hillern, having 
been an extensive traveler, ha> made a val¬ 
uable and interesting collection of souvenirs 
from ueariy every point sue has visited. 

Clouds and rainl Raiu that drenched the 
land, but leaving behiud its blessing in fresh¬ 
ened soil, deepened streams aud brimming 
rivers. The mossy ground of the wood was 
almost a swamp. It grew dark at five, and at 
night the stars were hid. A gray, sulleu mist 
o’erspread the whole landscape, and envel¬ 
oped the towering mountains in a thick man¬ 
tle. We love a wet world at times. The sky 
is sad and weeps. The wind soughing through 
unbending pines does not depress. It was 
hard to couviuce me that the sun ever arose 
in this region, but. at last, one morn it found 
its way through closed shutter and drawn 
blinds. Mountain, valley aud homestead stood 
out clear in the morning light. The mists 
had left, having been blown away to their 
mysterious home beyond the hills. The sun 
rose gloriously, tinging the few iioatiug 
clouds with amber light, crimson, purple and 
gold, this 

MILD AND GOLDEN DAY. 

Mi89 Von Hiliern aud myself were the 
guests of Mr. and Mrs. Walter T. Ramey and 
their charming uieoe, Miss Nettie Hocaman, 
at their handsome summer house, “Artists’ 
Glen,” situated on tne railroad near Fisher’s 
Hill. Here on his larm Mr. Ramey makes a 
specialty of chicken culture. At the word 
“Peepl” from him, chickens of all sizes and 
breeds come running and flying from all di¬ 
rections, until he is completely surrounded. 
Being leeuing time, we had the pleasure of 
supplying the hungry wants of 3U0 of the 
handsomest specimens of the chicken world 
it has ever been my lot to see. 

A drive to Tom’s Brook, the next station 
south,ana irom there to Fisher’s Hill proper, 
carries us over some very historical ground, 
it naviug been the scene of much carnage 
and bloodshed during the war. As we go 
along the pike Miss Von Hiliern points out 
Round Hill, a small mountain, which, from 
ail sides, snows a perfect oone shape, green 
and thick with trees. In war time, at the top 
of this high hill, a clearing was made and a 
platform erected. By means of flags in the 
day and colored fires at night, signals were 
passed to the next mountain, and from there 
to the next in succession, until Winchester, 
twenty miles away, was reached. Nearly op¬ 
posite Round HfU is the old Four-mile House, 
which was used as a commissary headquar¬ 
ters. Further on, the tree uuder wuich Gen. 
Early had his tent erected is shown. There 
are breastworks wbion yet remain, and many 
traces of battle. 

The view from the summit of Fisher’s Hill 
of the valley below is most entrancing, it 
was a royal day, and nature wore gorgeous 
raiment. The air was cool with the pungent 
scent of pine wood aud the fragrance of 
humble herbs. Sometimes 

ON MOUNTAIN TOP 

the sun shon e that did not touch the valley. 
Again, the valiey would be flooded with bril 
iiant light, while the hills were all in shadow. 
Below lay green fields and glimmering mead¬ 
ows, rich with moist, red earth, and cut in 
fantastic shapes, like the patches of a crazy 
quilt. In close conjunction. were dense 
lorests, luxurant foliage, rocky glens and 
ravines. Immediately through a break made 
by the Massanutten and Tree Top Mountains 
lay Strasburg, and a little beyond Middleton, 
bathed in an opai-hued light, while far above 
this beautiful valley the grand old mountains 
with solemn ana sublime majesty, 

“Like giants stand, 

To sentinel enchanted land." 

They are far from us, but they appear 
almost near, those somber hills, with their 
mysterious blue gauze, of which their name 
is typical. It takes but a moment to alight 
irom the carriage and descend to Fisher Hill 
Park, a picnic ground, in the hollow flows a 
little brook, dotted here and there with great 
white rocks; some are moss covered and 
thick with brilliant wild flowers. The trees 
meet overhead, the emerald water reflects 
the surrounding shore in shiftiug gleams 01 
light and shadow. A number of mountain 
springs bubble up suddenly and in the most 
impossible places. I follow Miss Von Hillern. 
who steps from stone to stone with agility, 
until reaching the opposite shore, where, in 
lieu of a better drinking glass, we plunge our 
Hands into a crystal spring, and drink there 
from. 

Strasburg, with its turquoise blue sky ana 
little houses painted violet, olive and yellow, 
is not like an American village, but resembles 
more an Italian hamlet, nestling as it does iD 
he warm, lovingembrace of the Massanutten i 
Mountains. General Banks had once te 
thousand mea lor tiffed la'and about Str? 


burg, and old residents will point out where 
once were white tents, frowning cannon, and 
men equally as frowning and formidable. 
But now theirs are peaceful lives, close cling¬ 
ing to their traditions, simple, quaint and in¬ 
nocent. 

The postofflce of Fisher’s Hill is two miles 
from ‘ Summer Studio,” and is not alone post- 
office, bu express office, freight and railroad 
station, tickei office and “new store,” where 
they sell all sorts of everything. Returning 
home, one golden noon, walking single file 
along the narrow path which skirted each 
side of the road—Miss Von Hillern was be¬ 
fore, her lithe figure undulating in a square 
heel-and-toe walk, and her golden hair gleam¬ 
ing beneath the broad-brim hat; 1 in the rear, 
swinging my hat in baud instead of carrying 
it where it properly belonged, singing a snatch 
of song in a lumtum sort of way, and culling 
a wild flower nere and there—>udaeniy vijss 
Von Hillern paused and pointed to the head 
aud portion of the body of 

A LARGE BLACK SNAKE, 
which lay at her feet, directly across the 
path, basking in the warm sunlight. It took 
but an instant for me to gather up my skirts 
and make a dash for the other side of the 
road, calling to her to follow at once, in* 
stead of that, she laid the bun«ile of mail aside 
ana drew a heavy rail from the fence at her 
side. The snake reared its great head, its 
gem-like eyes SDarkied aud sciulillated with 
the suu’a rays, the poisouous taugs were 
thrust lorth in bold and vicious attack, but 
ere it could strike the rail descended upon 
the uplifted head with violent aud stuuning 
force. Again and again it fell, crushing the 
now bleeding reptile and griuding it into the 
earth. Coil after coil of the cable-like body 
writhed and twisted from the bushes, the 
satiny skiu glistening in the light. It wa3 
strong aud tenacious of life, and took long 
lo die, but finally lay comparatively quiet. 

“1 wonder how long it is i ” said Miss Von 
Hiliern. 

I drew a yard of ribbon from my neck, 
using it as a “tape,” aud measured, it was 
five feet and three inches, aud Miss Von Hil¬ 
iern said it was one of the largest in the body 
she had ever seen. 

In the rear of the studio there winds a path 
ihrough pine grove aud corufields.ierminatinat 
at a small village calledNor eville. Often when 
the iwilight was deepening, the day dying 
down and the grand red glorv of the west was 
blending have we taken this walk. There are 
no suusets S ) gorgeous as thuse of the Shen¬ 
andoah Valley. Sometimes it appeared as 
lhough fires were blazing along tue horizon 
in a fctreioh of flame. At others a fog hung 
o’er tue bold niues which piled against tue 
brightness of the sky, a white fog like a silver 
mist. The moon, a slender crescent, rested 
above the dark edge of the mountain before 
withdrawing its little delicate curved horn, 
and sinking out of sight. Wide veils of som¬ 
ber suadow draped themselves o’er the 
bushed and gradually darkening valiey. They 
were still evenings in Sep ember, when sum¬ 
mer nas the day and autumn the nigut; the 
quiet disturbed only by a stray shot from a 
6tray sportsman, who strikes a bird or squir¬ 
rel, or maybe nothing at all—or by the peace¬ 
ful sound of little ca tie bells, which come 
ihrough the stillness like the musical 
twinkle of ice in a glass of water. Tnere 
were waik* at other time-* through deep 
cool woods, when Miss Von Hillern would 
point out differen views and special trees, 
portion* of tee famous Tumbling Run, which 
romantic river is mentioned in war nistory, 
ana the fine Baltimore ana Ohio bridge which 
gracefully spans the fussy little torrent, the 
dtsertea mill, aud many otuer favorite spots 
which she has used in her paintings. Many 
times have we returned from these jaunts 
with arms laden with wild flowers. Great 
oxeye daisies, graceful golden-rod, others of 
purple and gold, brigut crimson and white, 
aud the color of a hundred other species 
which spread tneir innocent glory to air and 
sky. Tnis region is full of men and women, 
brown, erect, btaiwart aud smiling, who come 
down from the mountain to the “new store” 
to exchange their fruit and vegetables for 
dry goods and groceries. Each one, as they 
pass Miss You Hillern’s window, makes kind 
inquiries, and are ever willing, uay, eager, tq 
do some service for her. In return they are 
given some good word of encouragement and 
gentleness. They are better for it. 

Irene M. N. Cook, 
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COLLECTION OF TEXTILE FABRICS, 




Intended for a Museum. 

PARIS : 

IE DE PROVENCE 

678 One Hundred and Thirty-six Cartoons, with various specimens- IE CHAUCHAT 
of Japanese silk brocades, mounted according to designs on 
card-boards with gilt cloth. Width 24 by 18-g- inches. (The 
above collection contains many rare examples, and for design 
and coloring might be suitable for manufacturers* use.) 

Must be sold together. 
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HARPER & BROTHERS, 
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LETTER OP THE 3 1ST NOVEMBER LAST, AMD IN REPLY BEG To SAY Tt-tAT THE 
AMOUNT STILL DUE FOR YOUR 1 888 SUBSCRIPTIONS IS ^* 3 . 58 , AS PER 
ENCLOSED STATE'.! ENT, 1C-.'I CH I TRUST VI ILL EE POUND CORRECT. 

I ALSO ENCLOSE AN INVOICE £ 3 . 14.0 FOR YOUR SUBSCRIPTIONS 
FOR THE YEAR 1889, WHICH HAVE BEEN DU’ Y ENTERED; AND ALWAYS AT Y OUR 
SERVICE, 


I AM, DEAR SI iR, 

YOURS FAITHFULLY, 
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